KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

"From the next room came the sound of music.
Dancing was to begin. A middle-aged officer claimed
her as his partner. Excusing herself to those with whom
she had been conversing, she took his arm and walked
with him towards the ballroom. This brought her close
to me and she could not fail to see me. For a moment
she was startled, and then (before I could make up my
mind whether or not to claim acquaintance) she nodded
in a friendly way, said 'Good evening, Doctor/ and
passed on.

"No one could have guessed what lay hidden behind
that casual glance. Indeed, I myself was puzzled. Why
had she openly recognized me? Was she making an
advance, an offer of reconciliation? Was she still on the
defensive? Had she merely been taken by surprise?
How could I tell? All I knew was that I had been stirred
to the depths,

"I watched her as she waltzed, a smile of enjoyment
playing about her lips, and I knew that all the while she
must be thinking, not of the dance, but of the one thing
of which I was thinking, of the dread secret which she
and I alone shared. The thought intensified (if possible)
my anxiety, my longing, and my bewilderment. I don't
know if anyone else was observing me, but I am sure that
my eager scrutiny of her must have been in manifest con-
trast to her ostensible unconcern. I simply could not look
at anyone but her, for I was watching all the time to see
whether she would not, were it but for a moment, let the
mask fall. The fixity of my stare must have been dis-
agreeable to her. As she came back on her partner's arm,
she flashed a look at me, dictatorial, angry, as if bidding
me to exercise a little more self-control.

"But I, as I have explained to you, was running amuck.
I knew well enough what her glance meant! *Don't
attract attention to me like this. Keep yourself in hand.'
She was asking me to show some discretion in this place